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What though her thin transparent lawn               5

Thy heart in a strong net hath drawn:
Not all the arms the God of Fire e'er made
Can the soft bulwarks of nak'd Love invade.

Be truly fine, then, and yourself dress

In her fair soul's immac'late glass:                     TO

Then by reflection you may have the bliss
Perhaps to see what a true fineness is.

When all your gawderies will fit

Those only that are poor in wit:
She that a clinquant outside doth adore,                15

Dotes on a gilded statue, and no more.

IN ALLUSION TO THE FRENCH SONG,
N'ENTENBEZ VOUS PAS CE LANGUAGE

Chorus.   Then tender stand you not} fair choice,
This language without tongue or voice ?

How often have my tears
Invaded your soft ears,,
And dropp'd their silent chimes
A thousand thousand times,
Whilst Echo did your eyes.
And sweetly sympathize;
But that the wary lid
Their sluices did forbid!

Chorus.   Then understand you not, fair choice.
This language without tongue or voice 2

My arms did plead my wound,
Each in the other bound;
Volleys of sighs did crowd.
And ring my griefs aloud;
Groans, like a cannon ball,
Batter3 d the marble wall,
That the kind neighb'ring grove
Did mutiny for love.

Chorus.   Then understand you not, fair choice,
This language without tongue or voice ?
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